ATIOTURE,

How rieh that forehead'sa calin expanse !
How bright that heaven-!ir cted glance !
Watt ber to Glory, winged Powers,
Ere sorrow be renywed,
And [ntercourse with m rtal hours
Bring back & humbler meod |
80 1ooked (0 allia when she drew
An angel from her s'ation
B> looked —not censing to persue
Her tuasful adoration!

But hanl anl vo'es allke are still]
No sotnd here sweens away the will
That gava it birth-in adoration meok
One upright arm sustalos the cboek,
And one secross the bosom Hes—
ThLatrose, and nowy fergets to rise,
Bubdued by breathless harmonies
Of meditative feellog:
Mute straina from worlds beyond the skies,
Terrough the pure light of female eyes,
‘Their sanctity revealiog !

OLD CATHIE'S STORY.

“I never sood no tamily like de old
Prentiss, Miss May; 'pears like folks
ain't 8o nice dis yor way. My Misis
was a reg’lar queen.

“Who was your Missis, Cathie?'" 1
askad the ploturesque old colored wo-
man, who aat leaning on the handle ol
a huge basket she had just emptied of
olean clothes,

“My Misais was, fust, Mars' Cunnel
Prentiss' mother. Warn't no nonsonse
"bout her. We lived on do ole Misaisip,
and dat ar’' was a plantation sich aa you
don't ever see now-a-days. Why, Mars'
Cunuel he own a hundred and fifty peo-
ple, yai, Miss, an' [ was one of 'em."

“Were you well treated '

“What! wo uns! trested well!"' and
hore Cathle Moss broke into a laugh
that set bor fat shoulders to shaking.
“‘Treated welll Mars Cunnel! dat ar’
ole plantation! Lot ma tell you, Miss
May, we never knowed what hard Limes
waas till we's free."

“Out o’olos’ go to ole Missis, an' thar
she sat in do big room, a-cuttin’ out de
blue elot inter gowns and aprons, and
de white clof intor al sorts o' things."

‘What, mammy! your gown a-wear-
in'out? Well, call in to-morrow'n you
shall hev & new one.' Dat's de way it
wans dar, and nex' mornin,’ ‘g'long!
dar's your gown s-smellin' sweet ob de
dye, an’ a smart han'kerchief to put on
wid .

“Or s'pose [ go in wid de headache.
Off I seat Lo de doctor, an’p'r'aps to de
hospital, dat hebenly room under de
pine trecs, whero dar wasn' nuffin’ to
bedone but take de medicine an' git
well."

“Dat was libbin’, Miss May. 'Clar’
to heben, don't dar' to get headache
here, Miss May; cost too much mooey,"
and the old woman shook her head with
& lugubrious countenance.

“Then, on the whole, yon don’t care
80 much for your freedom?P"

“Well, sometimes, Miss May, I is
despretly onfaithless, an® I looks back
to Egyp'lsa’, an’' my Mars' Cunnel
Prontiss. wid lorgings as can’t be mut-
hM.l'

1] seems to sce my ole Mars', whose
head Inin in dese yer arms fust it ever
laln in anybody's, L reckon, for I were
on'y thirteon when he were born, an’
de nuss, my own mudder, just cuddled
him in wy shoulder; laws, Miss May,
dar neber was an angelicar chile, an’
whon he grow up his eyes was as black
a8 slooa, an' he was so tallan' han'-
sum!

“ 'Deed, he take mighty good car' o'
his people, an’ jest let ‘em ory hallelu-
Jah an' shout to de Lord. Well, I won't
say 1 doesn't ltke freedom, Miss May,"
sho added, picking atthe basket handle,
*‘but aa for to go to say its as comforta-
ble as my ole Mars' Cuunel Prentiss’
plantation —'' and heaving n great sigh,
she shook ner old shaker bonnet with
energy.

“When Mara' Prentiss got married,
he married a lady, he did," she began
agaln with that unmistakable expression
which shows how far back thethoughts
have traveled,

‘“Lor! wasn't she & boauty, wid her
blue oyes an' yallar gold hair? None
of your oajun in her, but raal stock and
blood. No mean ways; jest nateral and
noble, an' [ tells you, dare wasn't a ser-
vant on de place but jest worship her."

**Reckon she was 26 whon Mars' Ralph
was born. ['se a stout woman den,
goin' on 40, an’ dar was gineral rejoicin’,
“oause, ye seo, datar' was de fust son.
ut Missis, she kep' her eye on me; just
«idn't like to see me go to de do’, an'l
oould see dar wassometin' on her mind.

“One day saysshe, 'Oathie,’ says she,
‘everybody is so happy.’

“Lor*, Missia," says I, ‘*an’ no wond-
ur. Here you 's, spa'd to de mnster,

n' a beautiful boy come inter dis world
uf sin an' sufferin'.”

 *Yo4, be muat suffer an'sin p'r'aps,’
he sald, ander her bref, like, ‘an' I
ha'a't be bore to pity him.'

“Well, Mies, dem words struck me
ol in & ohill like; I jost sot an' looked
& her, an’' for de fust time 1 seo some-

hin' in her face Lhadn't noticed before.
# it was de glory ob heben, Miss May, de

Jory of heben,

* 'They's all refoloing, Cathle, an’
"m glad; 1 like to see de Cunnel's peo-

ile happy, but dey don’'t none ob dem
unow what [ kuows."

#1'm 8o sorry for de Cannell Cathie,
you're & good woman, s’ I've noticed
how de obilens loves you, an' you has
a good way ob githin' on wid dem, and
agood firm, strong will."

+ [ want you to hab de chilen In yo'

oare,ob course deir gran'ma, she'd keep
* m tiIl de Cannel inds somebody else
toshe a mudder to dew, and even den—
Ob, Oatbie!" an' sbo fell a-sobbin® an’ 8-
mosnin' on wy shoulder.”

«Well, Miss May, [ wor dat struck in

little while after dat, dey carried her

down stairs to put her in de coffin.”

““Mars' Cunnel, he didn't take on, not
a bit. Even de little chillen, black an'
white, oryin' all over, but Mars' Cun-
nol looked still an' white as she did,

on'y he breathed,”

“1 never seod him shot a tear, Miss
May, not one, but he never got any
other mistreas for us. Olo Miss, she
do eberyt'ing jest as she did atore Miss
Lily come, an’ I has de chillen to care
for and '‘muse wid dem blessed Bible
stories which I knowed from Joshua to
Joremida,"'

“"And do years gone by, an' little
Miss growed beautitul, An'de boy, he
wor a wild one, but de lovin'est thing
in de world. Why, day dian't treat me
ns folks does her.

“Dey didn't move *way from me if 1
sot too clore; dey git in my lap, an'
hang dar arms 'bout my veck, an' kiss
me so much dat I tell um dey kiss all de
black off. An' my young miss, she
grow like her mudder day after day,
and Mars' Cunnel, he jest worship her.
“Well, Miss, I wor makin® a whip for
young Mars' de day dey brung her
home, ‘'Scuse me for eryin’, Miss; I
neber think of dat time without » sor-
rowl/ul heart. There wor her long dress
n-dragging, her hat off an' her hair so
bright, sll tumbled down like de waver-
in' water when de sun shines on it."
““Was she killed?"" I nsked, intont,

almost breathless,
“Not all ooer, bress de Lord, my

pure, patiept lamb! but de back was
broke, an' dar was no life on'y in the
brain. Da fus' words she sny when dey
lny her on de bed, in her ridin' habit,
Wab!

“Don't ery, papa, I'm only going to
soe darlin’ mamma a little sooner, dat's
sl  Cry! why de Cunnel scream! I
never see nothin' like it. 'Pears he
would go out of his senses. And all de
people seems if dey's crazy.

“Ole Miss an' I de only ones dat did
a thing. You could hear de little nigs
howlin’ under de window like dey's so
many huntin® dogs, an' de Cunnel gwine
an' ssking de Lord what he'd done to
be so treated, poor soul."

“He growed calmer belore mornin,'
and then he heard de news frem de doo-
tor, Miss Lily might live for months,
bress de Lord, fur of she'd gone den, I
wouldn't give much far Mars' Cunnel's
brain, I tell you,

“An' so I nussed my swecet lJamb, an’
de cajun dat found her after she fell."

**You spoke ol one before,"

“Oh, n sort o' no good white folks
livin' down by de swamp in ole Louisi-
ans, he used to come to de house, and
Marster Cunnel, he never grew tired ob
talkin' wid him, an' he hate aud desplise
them low white trash befo' dat.’

It was some time before 1 understood
that she meant an Acadian, or French
Canadian, as they sometimes style
themselves, a people who are generally
called “oreolo Francais,' and who live
in the Interior of the Stave,

“Oh Miss May, you never see sich s
sight in all yo' born days. Dar she
wor, not sixteen yit, everyt'ing gone—
school, 'musement, all de pleasures ob
life—jest a smilin’, jest a lookin' up all
de time, so sure ob dal ober pluce.”
“an' she keep me talkin' "bout her
mother, an' plan what she would do up
dar, jest as if she wor gitten' ready to
go to n—a "scursion, whar she knowed
she'd have ¢verything pleasant about
her. An'de Cuunel, he stopped askin’
de Lord what he'd done it for. an' jest
sot dar and listened to her heavenly
talk, and she on'y sixteon less than a
week when she died." '

*Bhe died, then!" and [ drews long
breth.

“Deed she did, ef you kin call it dyin®,
I'll b'ieeve to my last day she saw her
mudder, for st de erd she stretched out
her hands, an’ such a look ns come inter
dem eyes! Bhe saw somethin' shure!"
““Maybe "twas de dear Lord; how kin
we tellP Well, dear lamb, she was took
from the evils to come, for de war broke
out, aud de Cunnel lost everything, all
his big plantation, snd de old Missis,
she went off with heart broke, and de
Cunnel, he fell ut Shiloh, shot t'roo de
head, snd young Marslor——well,
Misg—""

“I's bad » hand in dat!'" Bho added
with a sort of triumph; *he’s gone to
de 'versity, an' is studyin’ for s preach.
er, an' it's all long ob dem Bible teach-
in's I used to toche biw., an' he say so
hisgelf, Lor' waitl"

“Ihave & shinin’' account to give
Mres Lily, when dem golden gates
swings open for to let old mammy in to
her dear lambs. Reckon, Mis; we
gha'n't remember all our woes an’ trials,
an' tribilations; it won't be nothin' but
jubllees up dar, bress snd pralse de
Lord!"

Cathie took up her big basket and
went out, but the spirit of exultation
seemed to lingor in the atmosphere she
had left.

Judge Lambert Tree, ot Chicago, has
inherited an estate of $4,000,000 from
his lathersin-law, H. H. Magio, and 18
sald to be the wealthiest man in that
city.
The Princess Piorre Bonsparte did
not see her husband ufter the marriage
of their son Roland with Mile. Blane,
but left him to enter s convent of Les
Dawmes Trinitaires,
Lord Benoonsfleld inslsted on dining
out five or six times a weok and sttend-
ing all the very swell parties, old as he
was, and caught the cold which ended
Im, coming home from oge of them,
The wealth of the Astor family, of
New York, is esdmated at one hundred
nillions of dollars. The Astors of this
generation do little beyond the collecs

heap I 0anldn't answer yis or no, sn'
1y heart thump as it never did befo'!
¥ pore yonng mistress!'Twa'nt but s

‘ tion of their revenuys and the spending
of a portion of it,

“Cajun; what's & cajunf' I asked. |-

IN TWOS,

Somewhere In the world there hide
Garden gotes that no one sees,
Have they come {n happy twos;
Not In ones, nor yet In threes.

But from every malden's door

Leads s prthway straight and true;
Maps and surveys know It not;

He who finds, flnds room for two.

Then they see the garden gales;
Never aky ao blue as thelrs,
Never flowers §o many sweet

As for those who come In pairs.

Round and round the alleys wind;
Now s cradle bars their way;
Now a little mound, behind—

Bo the two go through the day.

When no nook ln all the lanes
But bas heard a song or sigh
Lot another garden gate

Qpens na the two go by |

In they wander, knowing not;
“Five and twenty" fills the alr
With a sllvery echo low,

All about the startled palr,

Happler yet these garden walke;
Closer, heart to heart they lean;
8tiller, softer, falls the light;
Few the twos and far between,

111, at last, aa on they pass

Down the patha so well they know.
Onee agaln at hidden gates,

Btand the two! they enter slow,

(Golden gates of AifLy yoars,

May our two your Iatchet press?
Garden of the Bunset Land

Hold thelr dearest happineds |

‘Then a quiet walk again!

Then & wicket in the wall!
Then one, steppeng on alone—
Then two at the Heart of All!

FARN, GARDEN AND HOUSEHOLD,

Clover as n Fertilizer,
Bostoa Journael of Cemmeree.

A correspondent reports the follow-
ing bit of farming experience: “Aboul
twenty years since n man obtained by
lense a large tract of land for & term of
yoars, mosc of which was worn out and
exhausled rye land. One fleld of ten
acres was sown with rye when he took
t. The lessee gave it n coat of ashes
and & good sprinkling of clover seed.
The rye yielded six bushels per acre; it
was 80 thin that the clover had sufficient
room to grow. The next season the
clover covered the ground completely,
and was allowed to remain on the
ground the entire season. In the spring
of the second year the whole was plow
ed in and the feld planted with corn,
which ylelded forty.seven bushels per
acre, and it has remalned o fortile field
to the present time,""
About Clover.

A Michigan farmer writes to the jour-
nal of that name, that he considers clo-
ver to the farmer of as much valueas a
fertilizer as a crop of corn for fattening
stock and making manure. In an ex-
perience of forty-two years he has learn-
ed ite value. He says when he wants
to secd down a field of wheat he waits
until the ground is well settled at the
opening of spring, and the hard frosts |
are past, and then sows the seed—six
quarts of clover seed and four quarts of
timothy seed, well mixed—then harrows
in lightly and rolls the ground. He
sows 100 pounds of plaster to the acre.
In seeding with oats, the amount of
sced is the same, sown after the oats
are dragged in, bnt the ground is then
rolled, benefiting both oatz and clover.
Clover ia the most profitable summer
pasture for hogs, but the pasture or
field should be divided into two or three
lots 8o that the stock may be changed
{rom one to another during the season.

Hornless Cattle.
Farmera' Unlon.

A nice pair of horns certainly adds
beauty to s cow. Itis not to be sup-
posed, however, that she wonld give
any more milk or make bettor beef for
having them; but heretofore a cow with
horns was more fashionable than =
hornless animal, 'but everyone knows
that fashion is a fickle goddess, so we
need not be surprised that an inoreased
interest is belmg manifested in the poll-
ad or hornless breeds of onttle. There
aro several distinet breeds of polled
cattle, we believe, such as the Gallo-
ways, Polled Angus, and the old-fash-
ioned Mulley," 80 called. The friends
of these animals are claiming from the
different agricultural socletles provis-
lons for preminms this fall, whioh 1s
proper enough, because all meritorious
breeds should be put on the same basis.
There is plenty of room on our Minne-
sots prairies for all. There is no dan-
ger but that thedarmers will find out in
good time which are the best and most
profitable; neither is there any danger
but that they will make good selections
as soon a4 they bave opportunity to do
s0. We are destined to be n groat
stook growing State.

Give the Calves Plenty to Eat.
Farmers' Unlon,

Now is the senson of the year that
young calves should have plenty of
food. If they are permitted to be con-
tinually half-starved during May and
June, they will hardly ever get over the
set-buok rooeived from such a course.
Everyone who has visited s farm where
oalves are ted sparingly must be famil-
iar with that peculiar rural musio, the
bellowing of the disconted young oalt—
a muslo not of the most agreeable sowt,
indioating, as it does, that the little fel-
low i ill at ease some way or other. It
ia worth while to inquire into the cause
of this discontent, for » young animal
onnnot Le expected to stand and bawl
for hours together without wasting,
through such an smmount of bresth,
nolse and effort, a considerable portion
of flesh, to say nothing of the real phys-
foal sufforing which must cause these
incessant complaints. By giving the
oalfall the milk mecessary for a fall
stomach we expect the bawling would
censo. The faot Is, oalves generally
are deomed to & position too much like
thav of young children—that 1s, they
are regnrded as too smalit and insignifi

oant & race of animals to merit much
attention trom grown-up persons with
wise heads. For as children are not
unfrequently kept in the nursery under
the oare of those who would not be en-
trusted with the care of money oon-
oerns, or sent to school to have their
new-born Intelleots moulded by the
oheap sohool-master, whom their par-
enta would not suffer to have charge of
oven a favorite horse. 8o in like man-
ner young oalves are shut up or tied up
in some comfortless out-house, where
they recoive a few moments attention
in feeding twioce In the space of twenly-
four hours. Nature points out most
di tinotly that the young animal must
at first be allowed to thrive only on the
rich notriment furnished by the fresh
milk of the cow. The practice of sepa-
rating the two wholly and atonce is un-
natural and severe. After a call hm
been weoaned it should be fed often and
in small quantities at & time. When
oalves are allowed to'distend themselves
freely about sunrise, they should not be
compelled to fast fourteen hours before
another*meal is given at sunset. It
would save, as evening approsches, an
incessant and pitiful bawling, which is
caused in obedience to the gnawings of
a hungry stumach. Minnesots farmers
cannot afford to starve thelr calves.
Horses’ Lrge,

Prairie Farmer.

It is n well known fact that horses
will work and remain sound for many
yoars with logs apparently out of order.
Enlargements take place in the sheath
of tendons after s strain; also from
blows, where the parts become lined
with a thick coat of lymph; and some-
times the body of the bone itself is
found thickened from s deposition of
bony lamina over the original bone,
When all this has been in progress we
question the propriety of any active
mensures, unless, ns is generally the
case, a feoling of soreness is exhibited
after work by shifting or favoring of the
limb or limbs in the stall, or by a *“feel-
ing"" manner of going on first belng
taken out of the stable. When the legs
are really callous, little impression can
be made upon them unless by aotive
mensures; but rest and proper attention
are the best presorvatives of these most
essontinl members of the horse's frame,
with the friendly auxiliaries of hot wa.
ter, flannel bandages and (reedom in a
box stall, after severe work, and good
shoeing alltimes. Provided no internal
diseaso attacks the feet they will not
only be as sound and healthy, but in
better form, from having been properly
shod, than if they had not been shod at
all,

Som.e hoofs, however, having a great-
er disposition to secrete horn than oth-
ers, and thus oalled strong feet, should
never remsin more than three weeks
without being subjected to the drawing
knife of the blacksmith, and the shoes
pobperly replaged. Noither -should
stopping with damp tow be omitted, as
moisture, nof **wet."” is beneficial to
the heslth of, the foot: Do what we
may, however, horses that are required
for work or. hard roads, or to */go the
paoce,” will always be more or less sub-
ject to diseased feet, quite unconnected
with shoeing.. The action of the hinder
logs of horses reminds us of one use-
ful hint to those who have to use their
horses on long journeys. If we follow
& well formed horse, with the free use
of his limbs, on a road upon which his
footsteps are Imprinted, we shall find
the hinder foct oversteps the fore foot
in the walk, but {alls behind it in the
slow trot. Exclusive of relief to the
muscles by change ot action, then, it is
safor to vary the pace from s walk tos
slow trot on s journey, as causing less
fatigue to the hock joint, by which
curbs and spavine are frequently thrown
out. Add to this, the slow trot is the
safest pace a horse goes, because his
step is shortesl. .

Reminlscences Of John Brown.

Mr. Thomas B, Musgrove, the New
York banker, says: “One day in the
summer of 1859, 1 was sitting in the dry-
goods house of which | was the junfor
partner, and my desk was in the middle
of the flour, as the junior partner's al-

ays is, when a man eame in whom 1
recognised in a minute as John Brown.
He had been a friend of my futher, and
had nursed me on his knee when I was
# child, He took his sent on a bale of
Osnaburgs. Osnaburgs were a sort of
bagging used at the time to bale cotton,
As Brown sat on the Osmaburgs, he said:
‘These nre made of labor that cught to
be free." He repeated, fueling them in
his flogers. ‘made of labor that ought to
be free.' He then said he wanted to see
the head of tho firm who was also his
friend. 1said to him: ‘My. Brown, he is
very busy just now. Can't I attend to
your business quite na well? What do
you want?' ‘I want to ges some rifles,
he said, ‘lor Kansas. I wanted some
money." ‘Well, Mr. Brown,' said I,
‘suppose I give you a cheek for $50-
won't that do?' ‘That will do very
well,' ke said, ‘and B need not walt to
sco Br.—'

‘s wrote him the eheck, and he took
it, and put it away, and that Is the last
time I ever saw him. As he got up
froma the Osnaburgs he sald, shaking his
head: ‘Made of thas ooght to be
free.’ A very Mttle while passed, it
seamed to me two. months, perhaps,
when | ploked up the paper and saw
that John Brown had made a descent
on Harper's Ferry. Iwrote to him, ex-
prosaing my surprise that he was theve,
and asking if anything could be dome
for him. He replied that he would like
to have a suit of clothes to go tohia tri-
al in. I knew what he liked to wesr
first-rate. He always wore, il he could
control it himself, & suit of snuff.colored
alath or cassimere, His hair was of a

brown color, very muoh Wke the tint

ot the snuff-colored oloth, snd so were
his eyes. His lips always looked to me
as if they had water on them, He spoke
with good, fair grammar; and waa an

{uterestisg talker. I had the clothes
made up and sent to him to appesr at
the trial. Not long after that & paper
al Richmond published the names of
Northern firms whom nothing must be
bought from, and ours among the rest.
My partners oame to me and said I had
made a dreadtul mistake, and must drop
out of the firm. I said that would suit

me very well indeedl, and I sold out and
went to Italy.”"

e

Oneror Bread Materlals,
Mra M. 1 France, o Miistoce.

Earth bread is made from a white
ofrth in Upper Lusatia, formerly a part
of Germany, but now under the rulo of
Prussis, and the poor of that region use
this bread in times of scarcity. The
earth Is dug from & hill where saltpoter
was once manufsctured. When laid in
the sun until heated, it oracks, and glob-
ules like meal exude from it. These are
mixed with & _little flour and soon fer-
ment, and jathen baked. It is supposéd
that the saltpeter orsods in this earth
gives it lightness. Something similar
to it is found in Catalonis, #ud is siso
used for bread. Itls affirmed that in
onses of extreme need, many have lived
on this bread for weeks without experi-
encing any injury. Boft stones were
ground and made In o bread in the late
famine in Indin, to prolong, if possible,
the lives of that stricken people. Fish-
bread is still used in Jceland, Lapland,
Crimea, Tartary, and other places far
north. The fish is first dried, then beat-
en o & finepowder; and sometimes the
the inner bark of some of the {rees ol
that region is mixed with it, and then
wot and made into bread and onkes.
Moss-bread is manufactured in Icelands
from the reindeer moss or lehen rangi-
erinus, which, toward the month of Sep-
tember, becomes soft, tender, and
damp, with a taste like wheat bran.
This moss contains a large quantity of
starch, and tho loclanders gather it in
the latter part of the summer season,
thoroughly dry it, then grind into meal;
snd.bread, gruels and potiages are
made with f. The want of beiter grain
frequently compels the poor Icelanders
to bake a kind of bread from the seeds
of the sand-resd, elymus] arenariue,
which on their shores are merely eaten
by the birds of passage.

A Mississippl Steamboat,

An Epitome of American Civillaation,
Riv. A, Mayoin Christian Reglater, '

A Missiseippl steamboat of the first
class is an epitome of American civiliza.
tion. Iis hold is crowded with all the
producta of the northern land, and the
handwork of the factory, the workshop
and the mine. You are kept awake by
the tramp of mules, the grant of pigs
und the lowing of cows, and waked up
at early morn by a salute from the hen
coop over your head. The crew js a
crowd of many colors, The passengers
reprosent all sorts and condltions of this
many-sided multitude we call the Ameri-
oan people, parcaled off in cliques as
distinct s the moat exoclusive village ol
old Connecticut. Above the salt are the
tobles reserved for the women and sunh
bappy “annexcs” as ocan claim their
proteotion, mounting up, rank by rank,
to the grandeur of the Captain’s big
ohair, Below is huddle a mob of men
in that indistinguishable ‘*‘common
herd' that ourneer civilization com-
pels man unattended by woman, to as-
sume. The elact of the elect olimb up
oocasionally to the pilot-house to chat
with the monaroh who tarns the wheel.
Below, or in our cage above the oabin,
the Afrioan brother and sister find
their colony, or the second-class white
phassenger worrles along. Jt 18 &
strange life—a long doze, varied by a
spell of wide awakeness, asthe majestic
oreature that bears yon wheels round
and heads up stream to her landiag.
Oanr good ship carried two electrio lights
at her front, whose effoot at midnight
was something marvolous, Rooding o
whole region of country with a tremend.-
ous illamination the bleached faces of
the wondoer-stricken people revealed all
sacrets in hidden osrnaers,

She Kept the Secrot.
On one ot the exonrslons whioh le
Stannton in Ootober, 1878, for the Cen-

tennial were two passongers, and a

young ady ot Rockbridge, whose bright L4

fuce as we'l as her- bright mind had
made her as popular in Stanuton so-
olety as at home, and another was a
young gentleman of Btaunton, tempor-
arily residing in Rockbridge, who con.
templated shortly removing to the far
West. They were devoted lovers, and,
a8 the sequel will show, the gentleman
took such s precaution agalost the lady

changing her mind during his expected
absenee as was lnsurmountable. Biop-

Nair that they didn‘t flad it out in (hat
length of time,

COLONEL ELLSWORTIL

Teslinseny Of Dsptain Feagk Brownell.
Bpecinl THegram (o Tae Ioter Dosan.
Wasmworon, May 26.— Twenty
yoars ago the first bload  shed In de-
fence of the Union wis offered up In
Alexandria in the death of the gallant
Colonel Ellsworth.. With this melan-
oholy reminiscence in hs mind, & re-
porter to-day dropped in at the rooms
of Captain Frank T. Brownell, and re-
quested that gentloman to give his esti-
mate of Colonel Ellsworth's private
oharacter, which recently had beon ass
salled in several nowspapers:. Oaptain
Brownell was a friend of the martyred
Colonol, and was with him when Jaok-
son fired the fatal shot
‘'His private character," sa'd Captain
Brownell *is a subject that has inter-
ested me very much, and I think it
would Interest any one who became at
all acquainted with it. I have here a
school history ofthe United States,
published in Baltimore in 1870, whioch
is now in its twelfth edition, and to-day
Is belng used in the schoola ol the oity
of Alexandria, in whiock it is stated that
Colohel Ellsworth was a famous *‘rough
and oirous rider.”” [oan not imagine
where the compiler of this history(P)
got this information. I don't believe
If history was searched through to find
a life to hold up for the emulation of
the youth ofonr country, that you would
find a better illustration of a true pat-
riot and gentloman than that of Colonel
Ellsworth. I havehere In my possossi-
on a number of his letters, and, what is
perhaps the best evidence of his char-
actor, his private diary.
With these words, Captain Brownell
produced n small book, bound In red
leatheor, with the United States coat of
ot arms stamped In gilt on its sides.
Turning over the leaves, which were
liled with the neat, round handwriting
of the dead hero, he read numerous ex-
tracts. It was a concise history of the
daily life of the young soldier when ho
was & law "studentin Chleago, strug-
gling for an honorable position among
men, living upon bread and water, and
sleeping upon the bare floor ofhis em-
ployer's office, Every line breathed of
a high and hororable purpose in life,
and pagoes were fled with affectionate
allusions to his aged parentsand his
fond hopes for a future that would shed
hoppiness and comlort over thoir de-
olining years. Incidents of his life
were chronicled: how on one occasion,
«after living on bread and orackers until
his energy drooped for bare fuod, he
stopped at the store ofan acquaintance,
and, selecting a vory small plece, of
dried beef, inquired the price, add-
Ing, to divert attemtion, that he some-
times feltlike eating s little lumoh at
the office. The grocer insisted upon
his mocepting It as a gift, but he would
not do so until he had pressnted him in
return with a dozen oigars. Atanother
timo how, when the burdens and strug-
gles of his daily life had grown almost
too heavy for his strength, he knelt in
prayer to Him who had promised rest
to the weary and heavy Iadon, and rose
up with nerves strengthened for lite's
conflicts. Captain Brownell, faking a
letter from the leavesof his di asked
the reporter to read President Lincoln's
testimony on the subject. The follow-
ing lettor addressed to the paremsts of
Colonel Ellsworth will be of gemeral
interest:

“My moquaintance with him began
less than two years ago, yet thromgh
the latter halfof the intervening period
it was as intimate as the dlspsrity of
our ages and my engrossing engage-
ments would premit. To me he ap-
peared to have no indulgenves or pass:
times, and I never heard him utter a
profane or intemperate word. ‘What
was more conolusive of his good heart,
he never forgot his parents. The hom-
ors he labored fcrso laudable, and in
the sad end so gallantly gave hia life-
he meant for them no losa thanhim-
solf. In the hope that it may be mo
intrusion upon the ssoredness of your
sorrow, 1 have ventured to address thia
letter to .the memory of my youwsg
frievd and your brave and early fallen
child. May God give you the econsol-
ation which is beyond esrthly power.
Singerely your friend in ocommon
afidtion. A, Lmoouw."

How Jefferson Davis Left Richmond.

dge B Il bef thy Bomi
iﬂ-'rlim‘llt‘m‘n.-nnm sre thy Bowihern

Wresident Davis sud his family were
in their pew that morning. I saw the
go to that pew in the midst of
services and speak to the President

d the President retired from the eon-
n. I was not feeling very well

at morning. I felt that something
golng wrong with our oause when

L saw the President withdraw; and this

ping in Baltimore a few houra the lady
snd gentlemnn, after the latter
proowred a license, repalred to'the
donceof the Rev. Mr. Murkland,
tsmous Presbyterian minister (the Ind
being & Presbyterian), sad were

in wedlook. They them returned to
their respective homes and there the
seeret was oconfided to two of the
groom's family and » relative in Riok-
mond, the lady making a confident ol
ons of her family anda devoted mar
ried lady friend. The groom went
West to make his fortune, and will, in
o few dayes return to olaim his wife,
who has all along retained her maiden
name, Though the marriage took place
nearly five yoars ago, and seven per-
sons koew it not & word has leaked oat
about it until within the last week, s
fact that entirely disposea of the ms-
sertion that ‘'a woman oan'l keep s
seoret,”” and alao a fout that

in ecaneotlon with the indisposition re-
ferred to, oansed me also to-retive from
the ohuroh. I repaired st once to wy
lcdrings, on Bacond street, not ‘ar from

wof Dr Morrls, inLindon
row, on Frank'In strest. D, Morris—a
braher ofour friend, Celonel John D,
Morris, well known to most of us pres-
et this evening —was President or gen-
era! ruperintendent of the telegraph
lines in the Confederate Btates. gy
[ modintoly on reaching my lodgings I
wet a frlend, who asked me It I had
heard the news. 1 responded #No,
what is itP"' He replied: “Dr. Morris'
little daughter was just over here, and
said that her father had just come home,
and stated that General Lee had welogr.
aphed President Davis that the enemy
had braken the Coufoderate lines, that
the aymy wounld have to retire further
south, and Ricbmond would have to be
eyacuated.”

on that melaneholy
Ing 8. Paul's, were among the

among {ta nob'e and hospitable citizens;
and am proud to say, some of them be-
oame my desrest frisnds. The men
generally were on the streets, and large
numbers of the ladies stood i the doors
and on steps of their houses, many
buthed in tears and making inquiries and
giving utcerance to woeful dissppoint-
ment and snguish. About nightiall
I took my soat in & oar of the train at
the Danville depot, proparing to start
southward with its sad and disappointed
human freight. The Prosident and his
Cablnet were on the same train. By
this time I bad become much exhausted
by the fatigues of preparation and visits
to attached friends for thé purpose of
‘eave -taking, and had almost suooumbed
to the ludifference resulting from the
irredeemable loss and disappointed
hopes. My feliow-passengers, . both
male and female, in the crowded oar;
were very much in the same plight. I
never knew #o little conversation in-
dulged by so large a number of acquain.
tances together, for we were nearly all
acqualnted with each other, and I may
say follow fugitives driven by the same
great calamity and wrong. Very flew
words were Interchanged. Sloop soon
overoame mostof us. This, [ woll
remember, was my oase, for I dropped
to sleep before the train started from
Richmond, and was not aware of its
departure when it left. Isleptsoundly
nearly all the night through. 1 believe
wo did not leave Richmond until pretty
Iatein the night, and when day broke
in on us on the morning of April 8d, we
we were somewhere In the neighbor-
hood of Busheville Junction, probably
betweex that place and Roancke. We
stopped at every station on the way,
orowds thronging to the train at each
to make inquiries, for the bad news in
this oase preserved its proverbial rep-
utation for fast traveling, Everybody
sought to see, shake hands with, and
spoak to the President, who maintalned
allthe way a bold front, gave no cvidence
by word of appearance of despalr,
butspoke all along encouragingly to
the peeple.

Ice and the Stomach,
Youth's Companlon.

Theuse of jce 88 a luxury, in the
lorm of lce cream or of jced water, is
becoming more prevalent in this coun-
try. Used in this way they are gen-
orally taken, especially by the young,
recklessly, without a thonght of any
:erlom. possibly fatal, results that fol-

ow.

An aveiage stomach has an immense
deal to doto digest three full meals &
daoy; especially when, sslsfreq uantly the
cnse, itis disturbed and irritated by
food that is indigestible because of its
quality or its quanity. Let it be re-
membered that thore is nothing in the
body—blood, muscles,
bone, tendon, nerve, brain, or seqre-
tions—which has not come of the
contents of the stommch. Neither is
there a’thonght,afeeling, an emotion, n
volition, or an act, which has not de-
rived the material force back of it from
the stomaoh,

Buch an organ must therefore, be
highly organized. It has oountless
arteries, veins, nerves and glands.
It is lined with a delicate mucons mem-
brane, as muchso as the air-tubes,

Itis studded all over with glands
which elaborate and pour into it that
wonderful finid, gastrie juice. Its conts
cqusist of different thin layers of mus-
oles arranged crosswise, and these are
.constantly at work giving it that peonl-
iar rolling motion by which the food is
thoroughly mixed with the saliva,
Every organ and muscle when in se-
tion must have u speoial supply ot blood.
This is especially true ofthe stomaeh.
Now, it is the nature of cold lo  eon~
tract ali blood-vessols and drive baek
the blood, and to paralyze, more or leas,
all perves. O! oourse, the flow of
gaatrio juice is obecked, and digestion
is arreated, andthe proper motion of
the stomach interfered with by an {oe-
oold fluid introduced into it.

Further, when the reaction sets in the
blood-veasels beceme over-distended,
induoe oftena dsngerous congetiens,
and an inoressed thirst, with a domand
for more foe-water, thus induoing a
“yiolons oircle.'*

From what we bave sald, any veader
onn soe that foed water or ice oresim,
should notbe taken intothe stomaoch
at the same kime with food. Berlous
consequences often follow s disregard

of this physical Iaw.
——

The inkabitants of the Is-
lands bhave dfcoversd tr in an
Amerioan . This A ad,
blow at one of @aigds
exports,

Bome fomales have been arresied in
Kentucky for the manufasture of illioit
whisky. This is the first recorded in
stance of & woman keeping still.

siks, “What's honor?’ aa
Wpugh T was hard to tell. But let one
woman sit behind snother in church
and she'll tell what's on her in less
than two minutes,
The herolne of a recent novel is quite,
vorsatile in the orying business, In (ng
place the aathor says ‘‘her eyes weore
suffused with salt tears,”” while 'n an.
other he tells us that “hor tears flowed
alregh."
Patti, when she

ench gossip in Staunton tear his or her

The hours I remaiped in Richwond

#8,000  night, e e

membrane, , *




